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We lay in living ruins ; firing and fearing not
The strange fierce face of the Frenchmen who
knew for what they fought,
And the man who seemed to be more than man
we strained against and broke ;
And we broke our own rights with him.   And
still we never spoke.
Our path of glory ended; we never heard guns again.
But the squire seemed struck in the saddle;  he
was foolish, as if in pain
He leaned on a staggering lawyer, he clutched a
cringing Jew,
He was stricken;  it may be, after all, he was
stricken at Waterloo.
Or perhaps the shades of the shaven men, whose
spoil is in his house.
Come back in shining shapes at last to spoil his
last carouse :
We only know the last sad squires ride slowly
towards the sea,
And a new people takes the land : and still it is
not we.
They have given us into the hands of the new
unhappy lords,
Lords without anger and honour, who dare not
carry their swords.
They fight by shuffling papers; they have bright
dead alien eyes ;
They look at our labour and laughter as a tired
man looks at flies.
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